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Summary: 


It’s been eleven years since the events of 1985, and the party has 
moved on with their lives. They went to college, they got partners: 
Mike stayed with Jane, Lucas met a girl named Stacy, Dustin and 
Suzy never separated, Max remained single. Will, however, never did 
find a light in the darkness. Getting high, stumbling through dark 
alleyways, crying alone, waking up from horrific nightmares with 
nobody to help him. It’s safe to say Will Byers has gone completely 
off the rails. 


Mike Wheeler. Keeping it together, doting on Jane, holding onto his 
dull 9-5 job. Concerned about Will, whom Jane goes to visit every 
week, but not concerned enough to go and see for himself. Or maybe 
he’s worried that seeing his best friend will rekindle the fire that 
burned between them in the fateful summer of 1990. Mike can’t let 
himself see a boy in that way again, and Will might do just that. 


Based off of the song “Dying in a Hot Tub” by Palaye Royale. 


1. Chapter 1 


Author's Note: 


I know everyone loves these beautiful characters so 
I’m going to put them all through unimaginable pain 
with a lot of Byler fluff. Have fun! 


Will has always had a part of him that knows he’s going to die alone. 
The part of him that didn’t want to dance with that girl at the Snow 
Ball, the part that never showed any interest in a girl, the part that 
tucked away issues of Playgirl in the depths of his desk drawers, 
desperate to hide any hint of them from his oblivious family. He just 
didn’t know he was going to be this alone. 


Jane, he sees once a week, when she brings him fresh clothes and 
water, and he smiles at her encouragingly when she struggles with a 
word. It’s like a strange brother-sister support system, neither of them 
quite strong enough to stay upright without some help. It just doesn’t 
seem fair that Jane has so much more help than him. She has Mike, 
she’s getting married to Mike, who can calm even the worst of panic 
attacks with his soft voice, his deep brown eyes reading you gently. 


Will doesn’t see Mike anymore. Hasn’t seen him properly since they 
left for college, shaking with heartbreak as they hugged each other 
goodbye, Mike promising to stay in touch, to come back to Will. That 
lasted all of two weeks. Jane never found out about the kind of 
relationship he and Mike had, towards the end, and she probably 
never will. Mike is a coward, Will knows this, and the hope that used 
to shimmer in his heart has completely disappeared. It doesn’t seem 
just in any way that the universe has been so kind to Mike since 
everything, yet so cruel to him. Surely he deserves his happy ending, 
after everything he’s been through? For fuck’s sake, he’s been 
kidnapped by monsters and fought his way through possession for 
this goddamn world, and it can’t even repay him with the love that 
everyone else seems to be able to find. 


Love is everywhere, it seems, in that mother pushing her child’s 
pram, those two friends in the park talking about revenge on one’s 
boyfriend, the five year-old brothers fighting over ice-cream, so why 


can’t he have it? Have something more than Jane’s pitiful gaze, her 
soft and scared movements, her broken words once a week? As much 
as he loves Jane, it’s not fair. 


Sometimes Max tags along with Jane, sitting next to Will and 
soothing him, a reminder that there is somebody who still loves him, 
even if only from time to time. There’s never any pity in Max’s eyes 
when she looks at him, just belief. Belief that he might recover, belief 
that he deserves more than this, belief that one day he’ll find a love 
greater than himself, understand love as more than just a vague 
image in the darkness, an imagination of something he will never 
have. Maybe Max’s visits feel so genuine because she hasn’t found 
love yet either. After Lucas, she never dated anybody else, while 
Lucas dated almost every girl in the school, settling on Stacy, whom 
he met in college after a drunken night out. They’re married now, 
and Will and Max are all alone. 


“Do you miss him?” Max asks, looking up at him with her warm, 
determined eyes. 

“Miss who?” Will knows exactly who she’s talking about, and he 
doesn’t know the answer. He just knows that he does not want to talk 
about him. 

“Mike.” Jane speaks up now, after being mostly silent for the 
majority of this visit. She’s wearing plain clothes again, like she has 
for the past eight years. ‘She used to have such amazing style’, Max 
always says, ‘was so confident before she got engaged to Mike.’ Will 
didn’t know whether he agreed at the time, but looking at his sister 
now, looking so small under mountains of greys and whites, he feels 
as if the life has been sucked out of her. 

“I don’t know. I guess it was nice to have him as a friend.” Will 
shrugs, offering a small, fake smile to console the girls. Max holds 
onto his shaking hand tightly, her grip turning her knuckles white, 
and Will can’t tell if he’s shaking from the question or from the pot 
he smoked last night. He might’ve gotten drunk, as well, but he can’t 
remember. 

“He... worries,” Jane says quietly, as if she’ll face some kind of 
punishment for telling Will this, “he asks me — all the time, about 
you.” If he didn’t know better, Will would’ve let himself fill with 


hope, that maybe Mike wants to see him, might even come along one 
day to see how he’s doing. But Will does know better, so he 
practically ignores this piece of information, aware that Mike isn’t 
exactly the master of keeping promises. 

“If he was really worried, he would come and see for himself.” At this 
sentence, Will sees Jane’s eyes light up with hope, and feels his own 
darken with regret; now Jane thinks he and Mike will want to see 
each other, after everything that’s happened between them. She’ll be 
utterly crushed when Mike can offer no explanation as to why he 
refuses to see what remains of the person who was once his friend. 

“T can... ask him?” Jane’s wide eyes seem to take up most of her face 
as the small glimmer of hope is made abundantly clear, and Will can 
feel the sympathy radiating off of Max, so, in a fit of guilt, he agrees, 
thoughts of his stupidity rushing through his brain at one hundred 
miles per hour. Max squeezes his hand even tighter when the word 
“sure” falls from his mouth, and she gives him a look of gratitude. 


“I don’t know if you can tell, but she’s not been doing too great 
lately.” Max says later, while Jane is in the bedroom folding all his 
clothes. 

“Has something happened with Mike?” Will asks, concerned for his 
sister, but also desperate for just a shred of information about his 
former best friend. 

“I don’t think so, but she mentioned having nightmares when we 
were driving here. I mean, it’s been exactly thirteen years since...” 
“She escaped from the lab.” Will finishes for her, eyebrows pinching 
in shame. He hasn’t asked Jane once about how she is, too wrapped 
up in his own self-pity to even notice her toil. 


And if, when Jane stutters something about it being time to go, he 
hugs her just a little tighter than usual, nobody says anything. 


Michael Wheeler is bored. He’s bored of his job, he’s bored of his 
robotic friends, slaves to their work. He’s especially bored of himself. 
On the outside, he’s calm, collected, keeping himself together; he 
goes to work, he dotes on Jane in public, he ignores any talk of Will 
beyond a simple ‘how is he doing?’. On the inside, he’s angry. It’s just 
a little flame, burning up deep within him, but that flame is growing, 
and furious. Furious about the fact that he has been pretending to be 


head over heels for Jane, someone who he feels deep affection for, 
but on a purely platonic level. Furious about his unyielding ignorance 
of Will, due to his own fear. He can blame it on the society who hates 
people like him as much as he wants, but, deep down, it’ll always be 
his own fault. 


He’s standing outside a bustling pub right now, wind whipping his 
ever-unruly curls around his face. Engaging in conversation with a 
painfully dull coworker who is doing nothing but ranting about his 
wife’s denial of sex. His wife is on antidepressants, and apparently 
those are the root cause of the problem. Mike is disgusted, laughing 
in the right places, nodding knowingly as he sets off on yet another 
misogynistic monologue, as if to say ‘women, right?”, beer in hand, 
sipping when necessary. He hates beer. He also hates his colleagues, 
and his boring office job. But that’s his own fault, and if he hadn’t 
done what he did with Will, neither of them would be living a half- 
life right now, trapped between the girls they know they should love, 
and the guys they can’t help but stare at. If they hadn’t gone there, 
they could be satisfied by women. 


Mike was lucky. Mike had something to fall back on. He had a 
girlfriend, who he was on a break with, ready to let him cuddle in 
her arms. Will had nothing but broken promises, and now look where 
he is. Stuck, lonely, in a shitty apartment, addicted, lost, his only 
visitors his sister and Max (though occasionally). And it’s all Mike’s 
fault. Every time he thinks of Will, the remorse goes rushing through 
him like a waterfall, but he can’t ignore that hint of passion in the 
rough waters of his emotions, glinting like a shiny rock. 


“How’s Will?” Mike asks. Jane’s finally back from her weekly visit 
with Will, to find a spotless house, courtesy of Mike’s boredom. 

“He’s okay. The house is clean.” Jane looks around in wonder at the 
polished shoes, watered plants, washed counters, and Mike smiles 
softly. 

“T was bored. Didn’t Max come along this time?” 

“Yes. He— he wants you to come.” Her voice is unsure, but her gaze 
has a sense of finality to it, a sureness sprinkled with faith. 

“Jane, are you sure? What did he say?” 

“I told him... you worry, and he said to come visit if you are 


worried.” Her eyebrows pinch as she tries to remember Will’s exact 
words, as Mike clenches his fist against the cold leather of the couch. 
“T think he might’ve been being sarcastic.” Mike says shortly, stung at 
the accusation of being unbothered by Will’s state. 

“Oh—“ Jane’s expression is slightly crushed, wide eyes deflating with 
disappointment. 

“But Pll come with you next week. To see Will. I should’ve done it 
earlier.” Mike blurts it before he even knows what he’s saying, regret 
filling him moments later, but Jane’s expression has lit up with 
excitement, and Mike can’t find it within himself to backtrack. 


When the phone rings that night, Will darts to pick it up. Nights 
where he manages to stay sober are a rarity, so he’s looking forward 
to sharing the news with whoever is on the other end. 

“Will! Guess what?” Jane’s excited voice is on the other end, and Will 
grins to himself, anticipating a detailed explanation of the plot of one 
of her soaps. 

“What?” 

“Mike is coming next time. He says yes!” The words are like a punch 
to Will’s gut, but Jane’s voice is buoyant, so he swallows the rising 
dread inside of him. 

“Really? That’s amazing, Jane, I’m so glad you convinced him.” Will’s 
hands are shaking violently as he holds the telephone, and he decides 
not to tell Jane about his sobriety, as he doesn’t think it’ll last very 
long. 


2. Chapter 2 


Notes for the Chapter: 


TW for mentions of drug use/overdose, flashbacks, 
reference to PTSD, and mildly implied homophobia/ 
childhood abuse. 


“Michael, dear, we’re having a family dinner on Saturday. Do you 
think you could make it?” The kind voice of his mother is like sugar 
in his ears after three days of staying up pondering his... alternative 
plans. 

“How about Sunday, Mom?” 

“What, Saturday isn’t good?” Mike has to stop himself from sighing 
into the phone; of course Saturday isn’t good, that’s why he just 
suggested Sunday. 

“No, Mom, sorry. I have to visit an old friend of—“ he pauses for a 
second, wondering whether Will counts as his friend anymore “ 
Jane’s. She really wants me to meet him. I’ve been promising for days 
now.” 

“Are you sure you can’t just reschedule? I mean, Jane usually visits... 
Will on Saturdays,” Karen’s voice is hushed as she utters Will’s name, 
as if he’s poisonous in some way, dangerous to say. 

“Yes mother, she does.” Mike’s tone has become clipped, as if daring 
her to speak of Will in that manner again. 

“Well, are you sure you want to see him? Michael, what would your 
father say? He corrupted you, remember the things you did with 
him?” 

“He didn’t corrupt me.” There is a strong sense of anger in Mike’s 
words, and he marvels at Karen’s nerve when she responds with the 
same faux concern she always performs when he’s doing something 
she doesn’t necessarily approve of. 

“Your father was very upset when he saw what he saw, Michael. Can 
you imagine if you had a son, who you brought up so well, and you 
found him— found him being sexual with another boy? You have to 
see where I’m coming from here.” Mike feels his fist clench around 
the receiver, physically shaking with resentment. How dare she? How 
could she remind him of something that he knows very well 
happened, remind him of one of his most traumatic memories to 


date? 

“Tm twenty-five years old. Quit acting like you still have control.” He 
snaps, slamming down the receiver like a kid told he can’t go to the 
arcade. He hates the side his mother brings out in him, constantly 
having to warn her that he has abandoned adolescence, and is now a 
fully grown man, only for her overly-maternal behaviour to shrink 
him back down into the scared, closeted child he still secretly is. 


His mother is a control freak. There’s no denying that. Mike’s always 
known, with the way she obsessively scrubs every last speck of dirt 
from the kitchen counter for hours, and the elaborate web of lies both 
he and Nancy always had to spin to avoid her fearful nature. 
Especially after StarCourt. StarCourt ruined everything, he lost people 
he never thought he would lose. He lost Will, if only temporarily at 
that point. 


In Mike’s mind, there are two realities: the Before and the After. The 
Before is a safe place, somewhere he takes refuge when he can feel a 
lump building in his throat from a particularly painful flashback, or 
nightmare, or even just a simple trigger. When he freezes every time 
he hears something like sausages sizzling on a grill, because that was 
the sound the mind flayer made when it melted its victims. When he 
winces every time someone yells on the street, for fear of his father, 
and the way he stamped and threw things and, once, only once... 
slapped. 


The After, however, is dangerous. The After is every flinch, every 
nightmare, every horrific memory Mike tries so hard to suppress. The 
After is filled with fake; fake smiles, fake personality, fake life. The 
After is missing Will, missing the days where he could pretend to ogle 
girls in the corridors of a musty high school, missing the superficial 
satisfaction he would feel from girls on one-night stands. The 
memories of parents fighting, even though it was worse when they 
weren’t fighting, because then it was stony silence and snarky 
comments. 


All Mike wishes for is the comfort of the Before, yet time is the one 
thing he can never gain control over. Bill Watterson once said that 
“there’s never enough time to do all the nothing you want.” Mike 
hates how it feels like Watterson is speaking directly to him. 


Will opens his eyes and lets out a small groan of agony as he is faced 
with light streaming through his small bathroom window. He is 
disoriented for a moment, before realising where he is and wrinkling 
his nose at the pungent stench of vomit from the toilet above his 
head. It’s a miracle he didn’t OD last night, and he knows Jane’ll be 
disappointed if she smells evidence of what he’s done. Thank 
goodness he has four days to clean it up, though once he can find it 
within himself to pull his sorry ass off the floor, he may well be down 
to just three. It’s always quite the effort to get up and start the day 
after doing hard drugs the night before. 


Will never usually does heroin, but he needed the feeling of euphoria 
with a hint of drowsiness to distract him from the looming event of 
Mike’s visit. However, he’s going to be paying the price with a 
banging headache that worsens with every movement for the next 
few days. He remembers Jane’s words from when she originally 
discovered his drug habit, her consolation of “call me whenever you 
need, I won’t judge you”, but decides not to. She’s having a hard 
enough week as it is, without Will’s constant droning about how hard 
his life is, despite all his problems being withdrawn from the depths 
of his own brain and manifested as self-sabotage. So instead, with the 
help of his bathroom cabinet, Will drags himself into a standing 
position, and sets to work destroying the smell of his own drug- 
induced puke. 


Jane feels sick. She had a particularly bad nightmare last night, 
involving the tank. The tank haunts her most violently provoking 
memories, and despite Mike’s gentle nudges and hints, she’s not 
ready to share them with anyone, especially not a therapist. Even so, 
Max could tell something was wrong last Saturday, so Jane really had 
no choice but to tell the truth. She never got the hang of lying, her 
years of fearful truth-telling in the lab erasing the common childhood 
experiences of pretending to be asleep, or exaggerating test results. 
Max, however, has always been a master liar, what with her 
borderline-abusive mother and stepfather warranting large amounts 
of sneaking around, so when Jane tried to use the typical fatigue 
excuse that works so well with Mike’s colleagues, Max saw right 


through her. It’s one of the things she admires about Max. Her ability 
to read the body language of others could only have stemmed from a 
childhood of terror, only she, unlike Jane, was brave enough to make 
something of it. 


Since then, Max has called her twice to try and coax information out 
of her, Jane wanting to break down in tears at the mere care and 
affection directed her way. Sure, Mike is nice to her, and helps with 
chores, comforts her after nightmares, but he never goes out of his 
way to ensure her stability in the same way Max always has. He 
never looks into her eyes with such intense concern, or takes her 
hand in an unwarranted situation, and it makes Jane wonder if they 
really ever moved past the puppy-love stage of their young teen 
years. 


These thoughts are almost immediately pushed aside when she 
catches sight of anything wedding-related, reminding herself that her 
and Mike will be sharing that magical experience in a few short 
months. They’ve been planning a fairly traditional ceremony, with a 
church and a vicar ready to declare them husband and wife. Mike’s 
parents will probably be attending, though she heard Mike slam the 
phone receiver a few hours ago, which could only symbolise a fight 
with Karen. 


Jane doesn’t quite understand why he’s so defensive when it comes to 
his parents, or why he’s always a little more touchy-feely than usual 
when they’re around, but she doesn’t complain, as it gives her a 
chance to force herself to enjoy his soft kisses. She knows that if she 
just focuses a little more, she can be taught to yearn for the feeling of 
his chapped lips against hers, tongue slipping discreetly inside her 
mouth after a comment from his mother, instead of her stomach 
lurching whenever she thinks of guys in general. She tries so very 
hard not to look at Max the way she’s supposed to look at Mike, but 
it’s only getting more difficult with time, and it’s making her want 
nothing more than to curl up and cry in the arms of a loving mother, 
a mother that was stolen from her, along with her childhood. It all 
just seems so unfair. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Did I make Mike’s dad my own mother personified? 


Yes. This is my only way of coping don’t judge. 


3. Chapter 3 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Same trigger warnings as in the tags 


Max jumps ferociously as she hears a loud bang from the apartment 
next to her, then sighs at the realisation that it’s just her neighbour. 
Mr Grau, the old man who used to live there, was so quiet that Max 
was able to live a virtually flinch-free home life. However, the nice 
old man she used to help with his shopping is gone now, replaced by 
some stupid muscle maniac in his early thirties, clearly unaware that 
nobody wants to hear his obnoxiously loud music and the crashing of 
his dumbbells. The fact that he keeps hitting on her doesn’t exactly 
improve her feeling of safety, either. 


It’s possible that Max is just being overly sensitive to the noise. In her 
previous home, living with Neil, Suzanne and Billy, a loud noise 
meant an argument that she would be undoubtedly dragged into. She 
never did figure out what was worse; the tension whenever she heard 
a noise louder than 65 decibels, or the following screaming match. 
After she turned twelve, she realised that the best way to get through 
it was to keep her head down and repeatedly apologise for whatever 
wrongdoing she had allegedly committed. 


She thought things would be better after she moved out, but now, as 
she steps back from her sink as another bang hits her wall, she’s not 
sure it’s so easy to let go. As the tension in her muscles reaches its 
peak with the third sound, the phone rings suddenly and loudly, 
causing Max to actually gasp in fear. The walk towards the receiver 
feels like a walk of shame, her face flushing a bright red with the 
embarrassment of her weakness. But all thoughts of her so-called 
‘parents’ disappear from her mind as she hears Will’s cracked voice 
on the other end of the line. 

“Max? You there?” He asks hoarsely. She can tell he has some kind of 
comedown after-effects, but doesn’t mention it, instead curious of 
why he’s calling her instead of Jane. 

“Yeah, of course. Is everything okay? You’re not sick, are you?” 
“Well, ’ve not caught anything, no, but I don’t feel too great. Can 
you— can you come down here and help me sort my place out. It’s 


awful here.” 

“Will, it’s an hour’s dri—“ 

“Please, Max.” And he sounds so pitiful in that moment, even through 
the phone, that she can’t find it within herself to refuse. 


By the time Max reaches Will’s house in her old Volvo 850, he’s fallen 
asleep on his couch, leaving Max to gently shake him awake. She 
takes his hand instinctively as he reluctantly opens his eyes, and 
reminds him of the phone call. 

“Were you high when you called me, Will?” 

“What? Oh, no, I called you because I got high last night and the 
place is a total dump. Mike’s visiting in a few days, remember?” Of 
course Max remembers, how could she forget? Half of her wants to 
be there when Mike goes to see Will, so she can punch his pathetic 
face and demand a reason both her and Will were shut out, because 
she knows Will is too agreeable to say anything. 

“Come on then, get up and we can do it together, okay?” She smiles, 
trying desperately to keep the mixture of concern and pity out of her 
voice; Will seems to have taken a turn for the worse since Saturday, 
and she’s rather unnerved at how quickly it’s happened. 


Once Will is up and the living room is mostly presentable, Max moves 
onto the kitchen. She grimaces as she walks in, slightly mortified by 
the mess, but doesn’t say anything, not wanting to upset Will. There’s 
dirty coffee cups all over the counters, Max counting six on one shelf, 
and there’s a half-empty coke can on the floor, sticky liquid 
streaming across the stone tiles. Over half of Will’s trash seems to 
have missed the bin, instead strewn over everything Max looks at. 
Even so, she ignores her disgust and begins to clean. 


As she begins to load the trash into the bin, she notices something 
silver poking out from beneath an empty crisp packet. Max hurriedly 
rips the packet away to get a closer look at the object, feeling Will’s 
concerned gaze on the back of her head as she freezes. 

“Max, you okay?” He asks, sliding over to place a gentle hand on her 
back. 

“Ts this a used needle?” She questions back, trying to keep the danger 
out of her voice. 

“Yeah, I told you, I got high,” he shrugs, giving her shoulder a 


squeeze in the process. 

“T thought you meant pot or something! Not hard drugs! People die 
from this, Will, it’s not something to shrug about!” Max’s voice is 
strangled with thinly-veiled fury and despair, but Will can apparently 
tell, because all he responds with is a quiet mumble of 

“I know,” and his voice sounds remarkably like Max’s when talking to 
Neil. 

“Pm sorry,” she sighs, “I didn’t mean to upset you, I just— I just 
worry.” Her voice almost breaks towards the end, causing Will to 
reach forward and pull her into a bone-crushing hug, to which she 
wrinkles her nose and grimaces at the stench of sweat and vomit. 
“Eurgh, Will, when did you last shower?” 

“Saturday morning,” he responds simply, tightening his hold on Max 
with a smirk. As if on cue, she immediately tries to push him away, 
giggling like a child as she struggles to no avail to regain use of her 
arms so that she can prise him off of her. She catches a glimpse of 
Will’s laughing face, and gets a weird sense of relief at seeing him 
smile for what seems like the first time in eleven years. 


? 


Jane snaps awake with a gasp, memories of the cat still fresh in her 
mind. Mike is still sleeping peacefully next to her, arm rested lazily 
over her waist, as opposed to a few years ago, when she would wake 
up in his arms, leaving both of them with a sense of unease that they 
can’t quite place. It’s Saturday today, meaning she’ll be taking clothes 
and food over to Will’s, Mike tagging along to see his old friend. 
“Mike,” she begins to shake him awake upon seeing the time on their 
digital clock reads 08:24, “get up, we have to see Will today.” Mike 
just groans in response, pushing himself up from under the covers 
reluctantly. 


He feels dread fill his heart at the idea of seeing Will after so many 
years, not knowing whether his friend will be happy to see him, or 
irritated that it took him so long. Will it be awkward, or will it feel 
just as easy as The Before? He really, really hopes for the latter as he 
pulls the car door open and falls down in the driver’s seat, hands 
slightly shaky against the wheel. 


Jane never got her driver’s license, what with it being too dangerous 
to file any legal documents with her picture on it, for fear of being 


recognised. Despite it likely being safe now, with her wanted posters 
being spread around thirteen years ago, when her hair was shaved 
and not halfway down her back, she never got the courage to do 
anything like that. The idea of ending up in prison, or worse, the lab, 
is sickening to her, and she’s not sure she could deal with her 
freedom being taken away like that again. 


Even if the bad men were to locate her, she’d be useless, as she never 
regained her powers after StarCourt. She carried on trying regularly 
for the next three years, before Will found her crying about it and 
made her stop torturing herself. Even so, every now and then she 
tries to move something small, like a wrapper lying on the floor, but 
nothing ever comes of it. 


After what seems like an age of nerves, Mike finally pulls up outside 
the apartment complex Will lives in, and his heart immediately goes 
into overdrive, beating faster than he thought to be possible. Jane 
takes his hand, which he begrudgingly squeezes, and they walk 
through the door to the reception together, Jane receiving friendly 
smiles and nods from the few residents scattered around. She tugs on 
his hand slightly, leading him up a flight of stairs, his breaths 
becoming shorter and sharper with every movement towards Will’s 
flat. 


When they eventually reach the top of the seemingly never-ending 
stairs, Mike can feel his legs beginning to tremble, worsening rapidly 
until they threaten to buckle beneath his weight. However, he bottles 
it up for the sake of the excitement radiating off of his fiancée right 
now, sighing to release some nervous energy. Jane reaches out and 
rings the doorbell, to which the door opens swiftly, revealing what 
remains of the friend Mike abandoned, and he has to fight to keep his 
jaw from dropping wide open. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


I apologise for the cliffhanger, Byler will finally get 
their reunion next chapter lmao. 


Author's Note: 


Mike has been gay panicking for like twelve years at 
this point, but we sympathise. 


